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I DO as I will with my ſwain; 

He never once thinks I am wrong ; 
He likes none fo well on the plain, 

I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſong. 
A - ts the ſhepherd's delight ; 

He hears me with joy all the day; 
He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 

That haſtens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with cafe once oppreſs*d, 
He aſk'd me to ſoothe him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind quite to reſt, 

Ad the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile, 

Since when, or in mead, or in grove, 

By his flocks, or the clear river fide, 

I fing my beſt ſongs to my love, 

And to charm him is grown all my pride, 


No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſare of nature, or art, 
But my voice, which had gain'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart, 
To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng ; 
I won the rich prize with much caſe, 
And wy fame's gone abroad with my ſong, 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe ; 

I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 

I fivg but for him the lov'd firain, 
When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 

Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains 10 your will, 
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